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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This is a Supernatural x Motley Crue crossover. There will be pairings of Tommy x Nikki and Vince x Mick. 
Other bands might show up, but Motley is the main band. The timelines and histories of both Supernatural and 
Motley Crue are completely butchered. 


Seattle, Washington 

February, 196l 

Two-year-old Frank Carlton Serafino Feranna, Jr. sat on the floor, playing with his blocks. His grandmother Nona 
had just given him a huge container of Legos for his birthday/Christmas, and he couldn't be happier. Well, 
actually, he could. If his mom and dad would stop fighting in the kitchen. At least, he thought it was his dad. 


She called him Frank too, but he wasn't around a lot. 


"Deana, you don't understand," Frank Feranna Sr. told her loudly. 


"Then tell me Frank!" Deana screamed. "You come home in the middle of the night battered and bruised with 


blood on you, and then you leave before Frankie even knows you're herel What are you doing?" 
"| can't tell you!" Frank screamed 

"Then get out!" Deana shot at him. "You just get out of my house!" 

"Deana 


"No Frank! Whatever it is you're doing is more important than us obviously! So just get out!" Frankie heard the 
noise of boots across the floor. He looked up at his dad standing over him. 


"Hey kid," Frank crouched down in front of Frankie. "I gotta go for a little while, okay?" 
"Daddy?" Frankie asked softly. Frank offered him a small smile. 


"Give me your hand," Frank told him. Frankie held out his hand and Frank put a small medallion in it, attached to 


a long, leather string. 


"This will keep you safe from the monsters that | can't keep away," Frank told him. "You're gonna do great 
things Frankie. | just want to keep you safe. You and your mother." He kissed the top of his head. "Don't lose 
that Frankie." With that, he stood up and grabbed a bag from the small coat closet. He offered one last smile 
at his son before he walked out, heading to his truck where Frankie wasn't allowed to touch the box in the 


back. 
"Daddy!" Frankie got up and ran to the door, only to be stopped by Deana "Daddy come back!" 


"He doesn't care about us Frankie," Deana told him. "It's just you and me now. Because your dad doesn't love us 


anymore." 


That was the first time in a long series of times, Frankie knew his mother was wrong. He looked down at the 


amulet in his hand, then back up at the retreating form of his dad's Chevy. 


ERE 


Los Angeles, California 
April, 1914 


Frankie had bounced around back and forth between his mother and his grandparents. His mom didn't seem to 
care about what that did to him, but his grandparents did. When Nona took a stand against her daughter and 
told her that it was either he stay with them or grow up with her, Frankie really thought that Deana would 

give up and let him go. 


Instead, she dragged him to Seattle, and at sixteen, he had enough of it. With a switchblade knife and a bag 
over his shoulder, Frankie made his way to LA to search for his dad, or find freedom, whichever came first. 
He played with the amulet around his neck as he tried to figure out what to do next. It wasn't his first time 
on his own; Deana had left him alone plenty of times, but it was the first time he couldn't just run to his 
grandparents when he got scared. He wanted to prove he could do this. 


But he needed to track down Frank Sr. first. 


He could hear Skynyrd playing from a Mustang just down the street from the payphone he was standing at. He 
had tried every single number that Deana had for Frank. And some he had dug up on his own. It was like the 
man had just vanished off the face of the earth. Not that he could blame him. In fact, he had gotten so fed 
up with the earth he had changed his name to something else; Nikki. A girl he knew, her ex had went by that 
name, and it just stuck with him. Nikki Sixx. It just rolled off the tongue, and no two fucking middle names. 


And the bonus was, he didn't have to listen to Deana's shrill voice echo Frankie over and over again for the 


rest of her life. 


"Fuck," Nikki sighed as he hung up the phone and rested his head against the casing. The last he had heard of 
his dad, he was in California, Los Angeles, to be more precise. He was sure that he would find Frank hanging 
out around here with some skinny blond or something. But there was nothing at all. It was like no one had ever 


even heard of Frank Feranna before. 


Nikki took the bottle of Jack he had scored and found himself a seat on a park bench. The area was getting 
dark, and Nikki really didn't have anywhere to go. He had used the last of his money the night before, and he 
had burnt a few bridges along the way. Thankfully, it was LA, and rain was rare. He could probably sleep 
outside for the night and only have to worry about cops or something. He sat the bottle by him and leaned 
forward. How did he get himself in this mess. In West Hollywood with no place to go. A bottle of Jack for his 


liquid, and a paper ID because he lit the one that said Frank Feranna Jr on fire. 


"Hey kid," A voice said from the side. Nikki looked over at the man standing there. "Watchya doin out here? 
The strip ain't no place for a kid" 


‘lm not a kid," Nikki told him, but the cracks in his voice were giving him away. The guy laughed and shook his 
head. 


"You're gonna come with me," He told him. "You're out here. Means no one is missing you. You shouldn't be out 


here." 


"lm fine," Nikki told him, and he swore he heard the man growl. He looked up at him and noticed that his eyes 
did not look right. They looked like some sort of animal. "I'm just gonna” Nikki took off running, thankful that he 


had a pair of Converse on. He was sure he had ran away from him until he felt himself being tackled into a 


dirty alleyway. 


"Get off mel” Nikki kicked at the man. He heard it clearly this time. The growl. He looked up at the man who 


had him pinned and saw what almost resembled a man mixed with a dog. "Get off!" 


Nikki was sure this was going to be the night he died as fangs and claws got ready to dig in, until suddenly the 
weight was off of him and a shot rang out, something that wasn't unfamiliar in these parts. Nikki was sure he 


was dead as he squeezed his eyes closed and waited. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Here's chapter 2! Thank you so much for everyone who is reading this! 


"Hey kid," A man's gruff voice was right there. "You okay? Did it bite you?" 

"What?" Nikki opened his eyes to see a man with a beard, a hat, and plenty of flannel on 

"Did it bite you?" He asked again. 

"Uh, no." Nikki responded. The man offered his hand to help Nikki up off the ground. "What was that?" 


"Would you believe me if | told you it was just a guy on LSD?" He asked with a chuckle. "That was a werewolf. 
And boy, you got lucky." 


"|.werewolf?" Nikki took a deep breath. 


"When was the last time you ate?" The man asked. Nikki looked at him, confused. "When | helped you up, you're 


just a skeleton with some skin stretched over it. Come on, lets get some food in you." 


‘lm not going anywhere with a stranger who just shot a man and told me it was a werewolf," Nikki finally 
found his voice. 


‘lm Bobby Singer," The man told him. He felt Nikki look him up and down. "You got a name? Or you just want 


me to call you kid?" 

"Nikki," He told him. "Nikki Sixx." 

"Your mom named you that?" Bobby asked. 

"The name my mom gave me is gone," Nikki snapped. 

"Well, okay Nikki Sixx," Bobby smiled. "There's a diner down the road. Heard they got good pancakes. My treat" 
Nikki looked at the man laying on the ground. The body was more animal than human, and he really doubted 
that LSD would do that. And he'd be lying if he said he hadn't been researching supernatural creates while 
walking the streets of LA. 


"Okay," Nikki nodded and followed Bobby. "What are you going to do about" 


"Police don't care around these parts," Bobby told him. "I'll come back later and if the raccoons haven't gotten 
to him, or it hasn't been picked up, I'll burn it" 


"Oh." Nikki nodded. He rubbed at his arm where he had been scratched under his Led Zeppelin t-shirt. But no 
bites. He had a feeling if it had bitten him, he wouldn't be on his way for food right now. Nikki followed Bobby 
to a booth where they placed their orders and waited. 


"So, what are you doing out here?" Bobby asked 

"No reason," Nikki responded Bobby chuckled and shook his head. "What?" 

"You're either lost or looking for something. That's why everyone comes to the strip," Bobby told him. 
"Maybe | just wanted to come here?" Nikki asked. "Maybe its home?" 


"Sure kid Whatever you say," Bobby sipped his coffee and watched Nikki drink his Coke. "I'm not gonna hurt 
you." 


I'm not scared of you," Nikki responded, but his body language said something else. Bobby just smiled and left 
it alone. The waitress brought them their food and they dug in As much as Nikki hated to admit it, he loved 
the fact that he was getting to eat. He couldn't remember the last time he had had a good meal. 

After a few moments of eating in silence, Nikki finally spoke up again 

"My dad," Nikki told Bobby as he ate his burger. "I'm looking for my dad. But it seems like he just disappeared 
Nikki ate some of the fries. "It's like no one ever heard of Frank Feranna" Bobby coughed then, making Nikki look 
up at him. 

"You're Frank Jr?" Bobby asked. 

"You know my dad?" Nikki asked. Bobby nodded. 


"Believe it or not, | actually came out here lookin’ for him," Bobby explained. "I worked with him from time to 


time, and then he just disappeared. Year or so ago." 
"A year." Nikki nodded. 


"He actually left something at my salvage yard for his son, | guess that's you," Bobby explained. "I was holding 


onto it, waiting for him..you, to show up.” 
"Local?" Nikki asked. 


"Uh, Sioux Falls, South Dakota," Bobby explained. 


"What was he doing in Sioux Falls?" Nikki asked. "And why are you here?" 
"Hunters travel," Bobby told him. Nikki looked at him, confused. "And you don't know what hunters are, do you?" 
"You hunt deer and stuff?" Nikki asked. "There's not really much of that in LA” 


"Deer, no. But stuff? Yes." Bobby sighed. "Look, you probably won't believe me, but monsters are real kid. And 


your dad and | hunt them. To keep people like you and your mom safe." 
"If you knew my mom, you'd let a monster eat her," Nikki grumbled. "I'm not saying | don't believe you, because 


I've been reading some pretty dark shit all my life. But if my dad was involved in whatever this is, why 


wouldn't he tell my mom and me?" 

"Because that's not a career that is actively discussed in society," Bobby explained. "Demons, ghosts, witches 
and such, we portray them in the media the way people want to see them. Because if they knew the truth 
about what really lurks at night, there would be chaos. We keep the world safe." Nikki nodded and ate the rest 
of his food. Bobby watched him occasionally. 


"You know," Nikki said as they stood to leave. "South Dakota is a long drive. And l'm guessing with that 
Saturday Night Special you're packing, you didn’t fly. Maybe you could use some company.’ 


"Wow, you've done a 180 in," Bobby looked at his watch. "Forty-five minutes." He chuckled. 


‘Obviously my dad's not here. If he was, one of us would've found him. And there's nothing here for me right 
now. And maybe, | want to know more about this hunting stuff" Nikki shrugged. 


"You know hunting is something you choose to do," Bobby told him. "Usually, you suffer a tragedy at the hands 
of the supernatural, or you are born into this life. I've never met a single hunter who chooses this life. It 


chooses them." 


"Well, maybe it chose me to help," Nikki shrugged. "Either way, | want to see whatever this is you said my dad 
left me. And you might need some help." 


"Can you work on cars?" Bobby asked. 

"Ive dabbled," Nikki admitted. Bobby sighed and ran a hand down his face. 

"You're not related to the Winchester's, are you?" Bobby asked. "Because you sure are stubborn like them." 
| don't think so," Nikki told him. "So, is that a yes?" 


"Yes," Bobby nodded. "Got anything to take with you?" 


| have a locker that | keep my bag in | didn't have the money to pay this month, so she won't let me in to 
get it” Bobby sighed. He knew he really shouldn't pick this kid up and take him with him, but he couldn't very 


well leave him on the streets either. 
"Okay, let's go get your stuff and we'll go," Bobby told him as he led him to his old GTO. "Don't make me regret 
this." 


